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got up In guise of a Negro, played with a lively monkey
in chains, and three dancing girls with huge artificial moles
on their faces completed the company. All these, includ-
ing the monkey, pranced up and down to the tune vocifer-
ated by the women and accompanied on the tambourine
by the man with the white face, repeating at intervals the
shrill cry of " Hulli-hee-hd-hl"

As I sat within the courtyard of the Hotel, listening
to the voice of the Greek prima donna who sang nightly
to the assembled guests, I could not refrain from smiling
within myself at the transformation in my appearance and
demeanour which recalled to my memory a line of Obaid
Zakani's satire of " The Mouse and the Cat," which runs :
" Be of good cheer, comrades, the cat has become pious."
These glad tidings were spread abroad by a little mouse
that, having hidden Itself under the altar of a mosque at
Kirmdn, overheard the cat reading aloud the passage of
repentance, meekly kneeling on its knees. Unfortunately
the cat, the symbol of vicious cunning, broke its vows a
little time after, and I wondered how far and how long I
should succeed In keeping mine.

Next morning I came across a blind Arabian priest
patiently waiting on the landing-stage for the departure of
the steamer, and in the evening he was still in the self-
same spot, kneeling on his prayer-rug and singing aloud
the verses of the Kurdn in a deep original Arab melody,
rosary in hand. His young son was kneeling by his side,
listening with downcast eyes to the never-ceasing chants
of his father, who knew by heart every word of the sacred
book, to say nothing of the saddening elegies of the
Arabian traditionists. Like most of the singers of the
East, who pour out their rhapsodies all day long in an
ever-flowing torrent of melody, he was extremely
monotonous, and so I sought to stem the current of his